A MATTER OF FORM
soul from the sword: my neighbour from the power
of the dog/ And it—it worries me. It may be foolish,
but I can't get it out of my head."
To my relief, she made no answer, and five or six
miles went by, before she opened her mouth.
" Will Salzburg do ? "
" I suppose so/' I said, wretchedly, staring upon the
white road. " The honest truth is this. If you are
not in the castle, I shall be worried to death. I don't
know how I shall stand it. I want you under my
eye/'
" But, John, be reasonable. How can I stay at
Hohenems ? Don't you think I want to be there ?
D'you think I shall sleep at Salzburg—while you and
Hubett and Andrew are fighting to find the ' vest-
ments/ while my uncles and Harris are hammering at
your gates ? What d'you think it'll mean to me to be
out of this show ? To be reading and going to concerts,
while the secret I've dreamed of for ages is actually
coining to light ? While you three are trying to read
it and facing a combination which is going to stick at
nothing to bring you down ? " She stopped there,
'twisting her hands. " I don't know if I can stand it,
and that's the truth."
" We shall be safe enough.   Harris	"
" But you are so thoughtless/' cried Olivia. " Look
at this morning. Look at the risk you took. That
blackguard almost killed you, and it wasn't your
fault that he missed. You promised me you'd be
careful: and then you go and lie there like—like a
trustirg lamb. We hadn't seen the position, and so
we supposed it was safe. But the moment you saw
it you ought to have seen the danger and come right
in, £nd you talk about fearing for me."
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